

My Futa Girl

The Demon Hunter

Krissy Kohl


Copyright © 2023 Krissy Kohl

Individuals pictured on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

All characters depicted in sexual scenarios are over the age of eighteen.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without prior written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


The blonde set off my bad girl radar the moment she walked into the bar.

She was older than me by maybe ten or fifteen years. Probably in her mid to late thirties but still sexy as fuck.

Her hair was shaved at the sides but ran right down to her ass at the back and boy did she have a great ass.

Firm, but with a little wobble room, big, but not like the back end of a bus. Just right to stroke, slap and make my very own.

She sat alone at the bar and gave off the perfect ‘leave me the fuck alone’ vibe. 

My bad girl radar was never wrong and by bad girl, I didn’t mean some weekend tourist in a leather jacket with a few hidden tattoos and some lame nine-to-five job. I meant a woman who lived life on the edge of extinction. The freaks, the geeks, the bitches, the brawlers and the boozers. The hedonists and the headcases and every damaged, screwed-up broad in the world. Every woman who wanted to lose herself in anonymous, animal fucking set my radar off and tonight it was going wild. I felt its familiar tingle in my gut and between my legs.

This particular bad girl wore a long white raincoat buttoned right up to the top even though outside it was an unseasonably warm October night and this shitty dive bar had no AC. But the coat couldn’t hide what was under it. The swell of her big tits, the curve of her round hips and that perfect ass that I had to make mine.

I went and sat next to her. She did not even glance at me. She just drank her drink and stared into space.

I sipped my vodka and waited.

“Just get it over with and we can both get on with our nights,” said the blonde without looking at me.

“Get on with what?” I asked in the best innocent tone.

“The pick-up line, the pleading, pathetic attempt to get into my panties.” The blonde finally turned to look at me. Damn, she was hot. With eyes blue as the sky after a summer storm and lips full, pouty and red as a particularly grisly murder scene.

“What makes you think I want to pick you up?” I asked. My pussy tingled. I loved this part of the chase. The seduction, the slow dismantling of inhibitions that would end up with me fucking this sexy woman.

“Because everyone in this fucking bar wants to pick me up and so far you are the only one brave or maybe dumb enough to try,” said the blonde. Her scowl was sexy as all hell. There was a definite dampness between my legs,

“Wow, that’s quite the ego you’ve got there,” I said. “Maybe I just want a quiet drink or maybe I’m waiting for one of these fine-ass ladies in the bar to pick me up.”

The blonde looked me up and down. I was dressed in my little blue dress, the one that showed off my big tits, cute, round ass and long, athletic legs. I called it my shop window dress. All my best assets on display for the world to see.

She took me in but there was no spark in her eyes. All I needed was a little glimmer of interest to work my way into her panties but for now, she was not giving me anything. That was okay, she was still engaging with me and that was all that mattered.

“What do you want?” asked the blonde. I sensed the annoyance in her soft, low voice, The tone of a woman who had sat through a thousand lame pickup lines. I knew how she felt.

I fixed her blue eyes with mine.

“I want your body. I want your rage, your tenderness, your hurt, your secrets, I want the darkest contents of your holy fucking soul.”

My first rule of seduction. Always tell the truth.

I saw that spark of interest in her eyes, it was fleeting but it was there.

The blonde finished her drink, stood, and walked towards the bathroom.

I followed, enjoying the sway of her hips as she went.

I was either going to get laid or arrested,

I entered the bathroom,

The blonde stood there in the empty bathroom, She was waiting for me. “Are you sure you want to do this?” she asked.

“What’s not to want,” I said and took two steps closer to her. That spark I had seen in her eyes was now a flame. I saw the desire, the need, the want.

“I’m not your average desperate, damaged bar slut,” she said.

“Nor am I.”

“No, you’re something else. Something I have been looking for for a while.” The blonde unbuttoned her white raincoat as she spoke.

“Save the pillow talk for when you’ve made me come,” I said and unzipped my dress, stepped out of it and stood naked before her.

“Not shy then,” she said and for the first time, I saw the hint of a grin on her blood-red lips.

“I don’t do shyness,” I said.

The blonde took off her raincoat to reveal some very sexy lingerie and something I was not expecting.

There was a large bulge in her lacy panties.

The blonde walked into one of the bathroom stalls. I followed her.

“Is that what I think it is?” I asked.

“Get on your knees and find out,” she said.

This was not going the way I expected, and that made me even hornier. I loved these weird tangents that life threw up, loved that some random bar pick-up was about to take me down a sexual road that I had never been before.

I got down on my knees as the blonde stood before me.

I tugged down her panties and a semi-erect cock sprang out to greet me.

“Damn,” I said.

“First lady cock?” asked the blonde.

“First cock,” I replied and took the growing cock in my hand. “Never had much use for these before but when it comes attached to a sexy bitch like you I might just have to reconsider their worth,” I said.

“Get it hard,” said the blonde.

I worked on instinct and the few hetero-porn videos I had watched. I let go of the shaft, spat in my palm and wrapped my hand back around the throbbing lady cock.

I was surprised at how good it felt to stroke the cock to full hardness. The throb felt good in my hand as I worked it from base to mushroom tip. In fact, it felt amazing, and I wanted it in my mouth and cunt.

The blonde let out low, gasping breaths of satisfaction as I played with her massive cock, “Not so fast or I will end up spunking all over that pretty face of yours,” she said and for the first time, her face was lit up with a smile.

“And where do you plan to spunk?” I asked and gave her cock a playful but hard twist.

“Deep in your sweet pussy,” she said.

I smiled back at her. “That’ll work,” I said and kissed the tip of her now erect cock.

“But before that, I want to fuck that sassy mouth of yours,” said the blonde.

“Sassy? Where are you from, the 1950s?” I said with a wide grin and opened my mouth and eased a few inches of the cock into my mouth. I had deep-throated many a massive dildo in my day so I had no worries that I could take all she had but the throb on my tongue was something new and exciting. This was way better than lifeless rubber. This was a damn beast with a heartbeat. I slipped my hand between my legs and teased my clit as I took more of her cock into my mouth.

The blonde stroked my hair as I worked her lady cock deeper into my mouth until I was right down to the base. I gagged a little but that was all part of the fun. My mouth bulged with the hard cock and my fingers stroked and teased my clit. This was not what I had been expecting but that was fine. My bar hook-ups were all about taking pleasure in whatever form it came. Right now I was sucking my first cock and that was just fine and dandy.

I moved from base to tip, slurping and sucking on the cock. I allowed my teeth to graze across the soft skin a little and when this made the blonde let out a long, low moan, I knew that she liked a little friction along with the slickness of my wet mouth.

My progress up and down the shaft was slow at first but I began to build the beat in time with the blonde’s moans and the thrust of her hips.

“I need to fuck that pretty face,” she said.

I nodded and opened my mouth wider as she grabbed the back of my head and took control. I didn't mind a little subservience once in a while.

Her fist wrapped around my long hair and she pulled me right back to the very tip of her massive meat. I took as much of a breath as I could with a mouthful of cock as I knew what was coming. I pushed two fingers into my cunt because why the hell wouldn't I?

“Ready?” asked the blonde.

I nodded and she slammed my head right down to the base of her slick shaft and held it there. I gagged and choked but my whole body buzzed with dark currents of pleasure. She pulled my hair again and started the slow rhythm up and down her cock. I pumped my pussy to match her beat. The circle was complete. This was what life was about. Simple, animal sex with no complications or connections beyond the purely physical, I was going to get my face fucked, then ride this wonderful cock until I came and then that was that,

My first rule of sex, come and you’re done.

But right now all that mattered was this moment. This blonde, her cock, and the wonderful feeling as my head began to spin through lack of oxygen as she slammed her big, throbbing cock right down to the back of my throat.

“Harder?” asked the blonde.

I nodded and she drove her hips back and forth with each thrust timed to meet the slam of my head against the base of her cock. Stars appeared before my eyes. A whole heavenly host of supernovas. I drooled, my eyes watered, and I struggled not to pass out, but it was all worth it. This was one of those moments when the word went away. Nothing mattered but the darkest of deviations into the realm of utter abandon.

The best sex was all about destruction, skirting the edge of danger, connecting to the pain, exulting in the devastation of instant and total gratification. Forget love, forget bonding, sex was a battle, a goddamn war of flesh and fury.

I pounded two fingers into my cunt. I moaned against the blonde’s cock as it pumped over and over into my mouth.

I knew I was close to coming and by the way my companion moaned and lost her rhythm in my mouth, I knew she was close too.

But I wanted more than a mouthful of spunk for my ‘one and you’re done’ moment with this blonde and so I pulled my fingers from my cunt and wrenched my head out of her grip and her cock popped out of my mouth. I grabbed it and twisted it hard enough to make her yell out.

“What the hell?” said the blonde.

I stood up. I was done being her fuck toy. “Sit down,” I told her.

There was a flash of anger and defiance in those dark blues but I knew she wanted to plow my pussy as much as I wanted her massive cock inside me and so she sat down. Her cock stood tall, thick and stiff and I eased my cunt down on it, enjoying every inch that penetrated my little fuck hole.

I slid right down to the base of her cock. Damn, it felt good. I leaned in and kissed the blonde. She opened her mouth and our tongues met like vipers in a snakepit. She bit my bottom lip as the kiss became more passionate and liquid. It was all sighs and spit as I started to raise my ass up her cock and then slammed it back down to the base again.

The blonde moaned in my mouth. I repeated my ass slam. Part of me was sure this massive slab of lady cock was going to tear me apart and it thrilled the hell out of me. Sex was destruction, even if, in reality, I knew that my cunt could be stretched pretty damn wide, that feeling of being split in two sent a thrill of shadowy joy through me. I wanted to be damaged, broken and then stitched back together by that wonderful dark, healing magic that was a near-blackout orgasm.

I moved my hips backwards and forward, letting the cock drive deep into my cunt. As our kiss broke off, the blonde reached for my heaving tits and took them roughly in her hands. She squeezed them hard, pinched my nipples, and leaned in to suck on them. She slobbered over each in turn, Her spit ran down my tits, warm and delicious. Her mouth was wet against the flesh. She was in turn playful and predatory. A lick could easily become a hard bite on my sensitive nipple. I moaned at her touch. She was amazing. It was as if she knew just what I needed as if she unlocked the hidden chambers of my heart and matched each desire that dwelled there.

My ass rose and fell with a new venom and increased beat. My hips ground against her and I rode that perfect cock with everything that I had.

As I did, I unhooked her bra and released her tits. They were not quite as big as mine but they were more than enough for my purposes. I leaned back, grinned and slapped her tits hard. The blonde flinched for a moment and then returned my grin. “That all you got, sassy mouth?”

“Are you sure you want this?” I said, echoing her words and showing her that I was now the one in charge.

“Oh I want whatever you can dish out, you sexy fucking bitch,” she said.

I delivered three hard slaps each breast that left the blonde gasping and moaning and her tits red as ripe apples.

“Oh fuck, that was just what I needed,” said the blonde.

“How about some reciprocation?” I said with a dirty smile as I pounded my whole body weight down on her cock.

She slapped my tits without mercy. It stung like motherfucker and I loved it! It added to the brutality of our fucking. Just one step closer to that wonderful edge of sex.

The vicious tit play took us close but then pulled us back. But now I wanted to come. Tease, denial and destruction were all fine but now I want the oblivion of orgasm.

“I can’t hold on much longer,” said the blonde as if reading my mind.

“Then fill me up with that creamy hot cum,” I said and drilled down on her cock over and over. I was the beast, the brute, and all that mattered was coming.

She rammed her hips to meet my downward slams and grabbed my ass and her long fingers tore into the tender flesh. That tipped me over the precipice and into the joyous abyss. I flooded against the huge cock inside me. I moaned loudly and let the darkness swallow me.

Then the blonde matched my wild moans and a huge arc of hot spunk shot into my cunt. That triggered another, even deeper level of my own orgasm and I rode her cock as the stars exploded in my head and the whole world became a single glorious moment of pure release.

Her cum continued to shoot deep inside me until it leaked out of my throbbing cunt and oozed down my thighs.

When we were both spent, when the shaking, moaning and post-coital squirming finally ebbed away the blonde spoke. “Damn, that was quite the ride,” she said and leaned in for a kiss. I pulled back and stood up, her cum leaked out of me a little.

“Thanks for the fuck,” I said with a smile. I left the stall and pulled my dress back on and took a look at myself in the mirror. I looked like somehow who had just had a good, hard screw in a bathroom stall. My makeup was a mess but I kind of liked it so I didn’t bother fixing it. I would enjoy the taxi ride home with the ‘seen it all’ driver giving me bemused looks in the rearview mirror but not saying a single word because this was the big city and no one gave a fuck as long as you paid the fare.

“We’re not done yet,” said the blonde behind me.

I turned to look at her.

She was back in her raincoat, buttoned tight up to the top.

“You came, I came. What the hell else is there?”

The blonde pulled a gun from her raincoat pocket. “Pillow talk,” she said.

She did not smile.

###

I was naked and my hands and feet were handcuffed to the blonde's bed. This was usually a happy place to be, but not tonight.

I knew from the look in the blonde’s eyes as she pointed the gun at me in the bathroom of that dive bar that this was not a playful bit of post-sex bravado or even a post-orgasm robbery. I had encountered both in my time, This was something different.

She meant business. But she was also desperate. She had hid it well during the seduction and the sex but now it was there, plain as the side of a barn.

Rule number one of facing down a gun was to know when nothing you could do or say was going to loosen their grip or change their mind. This was one of those times, so I went along with her quietly.

It was a short taxi ride. The driver did not give a fuck and she paid him and tipped him well and he was gone.

We took the elevator up to a large penthouse apartment.

“Nice place,” I said, trying to pull the situation back to some kind of normality.

“It's a lure, just like the raincoat, just like the sex,” said the blonde, the gun still in her hand. She still did not smile.

She directed me to the huge bedroom, made me strip, lie on the bed and then cuffed me. Only when this was done did she put the gun on the bedside table and sit on the bed next to me.

She leaned in and kissed me, soft and tender.

“This is the most fucked up pillow talk I have ever been party to,” I said and smiled. She did not return it.

“You wouldn't have come without the gun. Come and you're done, that's the mantra, right?”

“How did you…?” I was lost for words

“I can read minds.”

“Bullshit.”

“You’re still pretty sure you can talk or fuck your way out of this. You’re shaken up but you’re not scared yet.”

“What am I thinking now?” I said and struggled with the restraints.

“I allow a lot of things up my ass but my gun isn't one of them.”

Damn it! That was exactly what I had been thinking. I wanted to jam that gun right up the blonde’s sweet ass. This was getting weird and not in a good way.

“I'm not going to hurt you. I just want to talk. I want to make you an offer. If you decline, then I will let you go. If you accept, we fuck until dawn and then get to work.”

Despite the craziness of the situation, her words still sent a little jolt of excitement through me.

“Then talk,” I said.

“Your so-called bad girl radar is a low-level, underdeveloped psychic ability. You are what we call a sensor. You can sense the corruption in people’s souls. You can spot those possessed by demons.”

“Okay, well whatever it is your offering, I'm not buying, so uncuff me and I’ll get the fuck out of here, your crazy fucking bitch,” I said. I knew it was a bad idea to antagonize a crazy person but I was just plain mad now and I could not stop myself.

“I’m not crazy. I know I sound that way but I’m not. I'm a demon hunter and need a sensor to help me track them down. My last one was killed a month ago and I can't hunt without a decent sensor at my side.”

“No fucking sale,” I said.

“My own psychic abilities are limited to basic mind reading and that’s spotty at best but I don't need to read your mind to know you. No connections, no complications. You think that makes you free but you're just as much a slave as those nine-to-five drones. You’re running in place. You’re losing yourself in sex because it’s easier than facing the truth.”

“I was raised on endless sermons about how I'd end up screwing up my life, so you really are wasting your time and mine. So uncuff me and let’s just get on with our lives.” I said.

“You don’t have a life. That's the truth. That’s what all the stranger-danger sex is about. It’s just distracting you from the emptiness that will swallow you if you ever stop this endless cycle of screwing and running. You’re too damn scared to allow your life to have meaning because then you have something to lose. You can’t fuck and run forever, April Taylor.”

When she said my name it really shook me. I had not given out my name to anyone for years, I was just the brunette with big tits and great ass who would fuck you until you were broken.

I could not stop the tears. I could not escape the crushing hurt that descended on me. Whatever else this woman was, she was right about me.

I was a twenty-three-year-old orphan who was terrified of life. I had been raised in various institutions when my parents died when I was three. I had never known love or friendship. I learned to fight off the preachers and the predators and as soon as I hit eighteen I was off and running in place just like the blonde said.

Sex was my salvation, or so I thought. But this woman was right. Sex was a sideshow. A way to escape the true darkness of a life without hope or meaning.

“I’m Brooke,” said the blonde as she took a tissue from her bedside table, wiped my eyes, uncuffed me, lay down beside me and took me into her arms. They were strong and safe and I felt her heartbeat next to mine.

“Are you crazy, Brooke?” was all I could think to ask as she held me.

“No,” she said. “Rule one of recruitment is never lie.”

“I don’t believe in gods, devils or demons,” I said.

“Very few do these days, That’s why recruitment is a bitch,” she said and kissed my cheek.

I couldn't help but giggle at this.

“You can stay tonight whatever you decide if you want,” said Brooke.

I reached in between her legs and stroked her cock awake. “Fuck me and then I’ll decide,” I said and pulled her in for a kiss.

This time was different. There was passion, and there was hunger, but this time, for the first time, I did not want to be destroyed, I wanted to be saved.

Our bodies pressed together, flesh on flesh, as our tongues found each other. This was connection, this was something that I had always denied myself. I was terrified, I was vulnerable, but I was horny as fuck and wanted Brooke deep inside my cunt.

I wanted her, but there was also that nagging voice in my head. Was she insane? All this talk of demons was just crazy. How could it be real?

“It’s real,” said Brooke.

Except her tongue was in my mouth, and her lips were pressed against mine in a passionate kiss.

Her voice was in my head clear and bright as a spring morning.

“It’s insane,” I said but I did not speak aloud.

“That doesn’t make it any less real. If you join me I will show you demons and I will teach you all you need to be a powerful sensor,” said Brooke. She spoke softly inside my head as she moaned into my mouth and I stroked her cock to full hardness.

We broke off our kiss and she moved between my legs. I felt her cock rub up against my cunt and then slide deep inside me. I let out a low moan as she started to move her hips and her hard cock penetrated deep in my aching pussy.

“Will you keep me safe?” I asked out loud as my hands reached for her perfect round ass.

“I’ll teach you as well as I’m able to,” she said and thrust her hips a little harder. Her cock throbbed inside me. It was divine, we were connected and I knew the truth. There was no safety in the life Brooke was offering me, but there was purpose and meaning.

My instinct, as it always had been, was to run. To fuck, to come and then to disappear. But as those dark blue eyes that looked down on me, I saw something I had never seen before. A place where I could belong. The touch of her hands on my breasts as they rose and fell, the thrusts of her cock that found all my secret places, showed me that there could be tenderness as well as torment.

I closed my eyes.

“Teach me,” I said.

Brooke leaned in and kissed me. “Lessons begin tomorrow, right now, we are just two creatures playing in the shadows.”.

There were no more words then, spoken or unspoken, There was just skin on skin, There was just pleasure pulled from the darkness.

I spread my legs wider as Brooke started to increase the rhythm. Her cock filled up my cunt. Its throb took over my body. It was all that mattered. It was all I needed. I did not need to run, I did not need to be broken, to fall into the abyss of anonymous sex, all I indeed was to be in this moment.

I slammed my hips to meet each thrust. I ground against Brooke and moaned her name as if it were some dark prayer. I had been fucked many times, I had torn pleasure up from its roots, but this was something new. I wouldn’t call it making love, but it was an act of creation. It was discovering a new side to sex. It was more than just meat on meat. It was as if the world was being rewritten with each hard slam of Brooke’s massive cock in my cunt.

I arched back as she fucked me, Her hands found my tits with the same playful mix of tenderness and torment. The fury was still there but this was different too. As she leaned in and sucked, slurped and nibbled on my hard nipples, I realized that destruction had been replaced by transformation. It was just as wild, dark and devastating, but it didn't end in oblivion.

As Brooke slammed her thick, lady cock in me, her memories came into my head. I saw demons, I saw angels, but most of all I saw her need, her loneliness, her own vulnerabilities and desires.

“It’s all true,” I whispered. “All the darkness and all the light.”

“No more talking,” said Brooke and silenced me with the softest kiss and two brutal slaps on my tits that made me scream out as she bore down on me and drove her wonderful cock even deeper into my cunt.

The room resonated with the sweet sounds of flesh slapping on flesh and the moans of two lovers lost in each other.

My mind was back in the moment, just where it should be. I cupped and squeezed Brooke’s beautiful ass as it rose and fell as she pounded my pussy. I clawed at her round ass cheeks and dug my nails into the soft skin. Brooke growled with delight. I felt her whole body weight on top of me as somehow her cock drove even deeper into my cunt.

There was no space between us now. There was no place where one of us began and the other ended. We had become one beast, our bodies fused together by hunger. We were the snake that swallowed its own tail. We were angels and devils, we were smoke and water, we were heaven and hell.

That familiar feeling of approaching orgasm had changed too. It had always been a dark, suffocating thing, a wave of destruction that washed away the pain, blanked the slate clean, and left me temporarily sated and numb.

But as Brooke pounded my cunt, as I dug my nails into her ass, as we both moaned in the half-light of the approaching dawn, what was building in me was something that burned with bright, white light.

“Fuck, I'm coming,” I panted breathlessly.

“Yes, April, come for me, come hard and scream the stars down from the sky for me,” said Brooke as I felt the surge of her own release begin to fill my cunt up with spunk.

I shook, I shivered, I screamed and came harder than I ever had in my life. I was reborn, remade, repaired, and as Brooke collapsed by my side and the cum leaked out of my cunt, I knew that whatever life lay ahead, I wanted it to be with this woman.

My futa girl, the demon hunter

###

Training had started with the basics.

“Why do demons possess the living?” asked Brooke one evening a few days after we first met. We were in the bath, we had just had a delightful soapy and sensual fuck, but now she was serious. It was time to learn.

“To control them,” I said,

“To use them,” corrected Brooke. It was hard to concentrate on her words as her perfect tits bobbed just above the waterline. “Demons were torn from their bodies when they died. All they desire is flesh, all they want is what that flesh can give them,” said Brooke.

“They possess people so they can get laid?” I asked with a smirk.

“Pretty much, yeah,” said Brooke. “Ever since the devil abdicated its throne and retired to Florida there has been no grand plan of evil, no judgment day, no final conflict. Now it’s just a bunch of horny demons looking for Mr Goodbar.”

“Is that another of your outdated pop culture references?” I asked with a grin.

Brook splashed me with bath water and for a moment we were back to kissing and caressing but then she broke off. “Okay, enough playtime. You need to pay attention because what I am going to teach you will be the difference between you being a live wiseass and a dead asshole,” she said.

“Okay, I get it. Demons are basically horndogs looking for a meat puppet to get their fuck on.”

“That’s pretty much it, but they are demons so they are not after some vanilla roll in the hay. They are creatures from the pits of hell that want the most screwed up, twisted sex there is and they do not give a flying fuck what kind of damage it might do to the person they possess because once they come they’re done and they slip out of the host and back into the shadows.”

“Sounds pretty much like my old life,” I said with a smile that Brooke did not return.

“Your job is to seek them out in the usual meat markets where they gather. In the clubs and the dive bars. You need to weed out weekend soccer moms horny for some young cock and the Ivy League college students looking for some rough trade and identify those possessed by a demon. It will take time, you will need to hone your natural psychic abilities. You will need to be sure they are possessed and then I will take over.”

“And you’ll do some crazy exorcist shit, save the innocent, and send the demon back to hell,” I said.

“I try to save them, but in the end, I'm a hunter, not a preacher.”

A chill shivered through my body in the warm bath,

“If things go south, if the demon gets the jump on me, you run,” said Brooke. “There’s a backpack in the hall closet. It has clothes, money and guns. You take it and you disappear. You do not try to save me.”

I did not say anything. The bath had become a cold, dark, fathomless ocean.

I learned quickly. Along with developing my psychic skills, Brooke taught me some basic hand-to-hand combat skills and trained me how to use a gun, a sword and crossbow. But that was just backup training. She drilled into me on a daily basis that I was the sensor and she was the hunter.

Then after two months of sex and schooling, she told me that I was ready.

###

The petite brunette set off my bad girl radar as soon as she entered the bar. I still thought of it as that, but in the months of training, Brooke had shown me that it was much more. It was a key to unlocking the souls of those possessed by demons. It was a way to save the tormented and banish the darkness, At least that's what I hoped. This was my first time out on the hunt. The .38 snuggled against my side, Brooke sat at the bar a few stools away from me in her white raincoat.

“The brunette,” I said without speaking.

“Are you sure?” asked Brooke as she sipped her drink.

“As sure as this crazy sensor shit ever is. I’m not infallible. There's a darkness in her. Something shapeless and swarming,” I replied.

The brunette sat at a table on her own. She ordered a drink and surveyed the crowded bar.

“Okay, I am going to try and lure her back to the penthouse, You follow and go to the safe room and watch from the monitors. Whatever happens, stay out of the bedroom until it’s done,” said Brooke.

“Be careful,” I said.

Brooke rose and hip-swayed over to the brunette.

She sat down and started talking. The brunette gave her the once over and leaned in and kissed her.

I knew that part of being a hunter was seduction, that the promise of sex was the lure, and that fucking was part of the exorcism routine to drive the demon out but that did not stop the cruel twist of jealousy that grew in the pit of my stomach.

“It’s part of the process, that’s all. It’s a mockery of sex, a sham of passion. It’s the lure that brings the demon out.” That was what Brooke had told me during training and I had accepted it, but as I watched my lover’s hand slide under the table and saw the brunette lean back with a smile on her face, I had to swallow hard and stop myself from pulling out my gun and offing the demon bitch right there and then. I sensed the all-consuming blight of Beelzebub in the brunette. But I also sensed the frightened woman, unable to control her actions, trapped and tormented, so I just watched the seduction play out, and when they left the bar, I followed.

###

Brooke slammed her cock into the brunette and yanked her hair back as she fucked her doggy style. I hated to admit that I was turned on by the sight on the monitor screen, but I could not deny the dampness between my legs.

Brooke was naked. Her breasts bounced up and down as she pounded her cock into the brunette who wailed and moaned and demanded to be screwed harder.

Brooke wrenched the woman’s head back and slapped her ass over and over. The brunette screamed with delight and I could not stop my hand from sliding between my legs and rubbing my pussy through my camo trousers.

“What do you want?” asked Brooke as she once more slapped the brunette’s tight, little ass.

“To be broken, to be destroyed. To feel the wounds of the world written on this flesh,” said the brunette in a guttural voice.

“Demon!” screamed Brooke and pulled the woman up by the hair and against her body. She warped her powerful arms around the woman as she tried to free herself.

Brooke began the chants of expulsion as the brunette kicked, screamed and spat. All pretense of humanity was gone from her now.

All thoughts of sex had gone from my mind. I was terrified. This was the reality that the last two months had been building to. This was the world that I had chosen.

Brooke bellowed out incantations. The beast that she held close to her naked body squirmed, ranted, and begged and then was silent,

Brooke let her go and the brunette collapsed on the bed and curled into a ball.

“It’s over,” said Brooke, She looked up into the camera as she got off the bed. She wrapped the weeping woman in a blanket and I went in to join her.

Later, when I had taken the brunette, whose name was Kathy and had no knowledge of the last few days, home in a taxi, I returned to the penthouse to find Brooke tending to her bruises and scratches in a bath full of lavender bubbles.

I undressed and joined her.

“How did I do?” I asked as I leaned in and kissed her.

“You did okay,” she said and reached for my breasts.

“Just okay?” I replied with a pout.

“She was a pretty low-level demon. We got lucky on your first time out. It will only get harder and it won’t always end up with the victim going home in a taxi. Sometimes it will end with them going out in a body bag” said Brooke.

“It will always end up the same way,” I said and slid my hand under the water and reached for my futa girl's cock. “It’ll always end with you and me,” I said and leaned in and kissed her again.

Those were the last words we spoke for the rest of the night.
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